58                FROM PEON TO CALAIS  f,Y  LAND.

a pace of about a mile and a half an hour, Tho
Tartars in charge are all tisleep, but the camels
seem to know their way; indeed tJio track hero is
pretty clearly laid down, being in the direct route* to
and from Kalgan. An hour later wo outer n
fertile plain of millet, corn, and vyo, infcrspomul
with huge fields of pastures und bounded on, tho
horizon by a rugged, precipitous chain of hills,
partly covered with forest, from which bright ly-
colonred temples and pagodas stand out ILCMV and
there in bright relief, glittering in 1110 simsliino.
All is life and animation ; our very ponies scorn
to rise in spirits, and plunge and dancn about umlor
the influence of the keen air and bright siiriBhinn, to
say nothing of the unusually largo feeds of corn they
have been given of lato.

An hour later we stop to . look back across
the emerald green plain to where, on tho horizon,
a thin brown lino, faint and indistinct, breaks tho
bright blue sky-line. Wo arc looking our last
on the walls of Fekin: the long land journey
across Europe and Asia has commenced in real
earnest.